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Ferraris: Curve Without a Cause

Yalobusha Review

Fred Ferraris

Curve Without a Cause
...and then I hung up the phone. A voice, one I knew too well, had
whispered, “The choice was death or waking from the dream.” It was the
voice of Lefcadio Durango, defrocked psychiatrist, brother of Jesaru. His
calling at this late hour meant
Jesaru had been arrested or murdered.
Where a malignant and clean-shaven waste brain rules a nation by terror,
death is
an outlandish consequence for speaking truth to power. My .38
caliber revolver in
I went down some steps and started along a deserted
road. I thought about the warning Lefcadio might have given, had he sensed
my desperation. Because any intellectual exercise is ultimately useless,
your own hangman with you.” He might have smirked
he said that. A
smirk I would describe, feebly, as the emblematic expression on the face of
kleptomania.

At last the train pulls out. No conductor is on board to tell me the names
of the stations. I have to punch my own ticket, but these days, most everyone
does. In the middle of the night, a jack booted matron searches my attaché
case. She finds nothing,
continues to hover over me, a lariat in one hand
and a coffee mill carbide in the other. I recognize her as the waitress from the
Lonesome
Saloon.
“That was another lifetime, honey. Now
I
my own oil rig, I’m
the Sweetheart of the Rodeo,“ she says. Do you remember several millennia
ago, when you and I were living together in Jesaru’s bloodstream?” Without
waiting for an answer, she continues, “But where is Jesaru now? And why is
he a threat to our permanent government of powerfill families? Could it be
that Jesaru has a secret,
he is, let’s say, a sort of spy—like James Joyce,
who knew philology and felt legends, but eschewed meanings? Picture this: a
stranger knocks at the door and Jesaru makes up his mind to kill him.”
Abruptly, she turns her attention to a passenger dressed all in buckskin, like
Wild Bill Hickok. “What do you think so far, Lefcadio?”
“You always did have a taste for vaudeville,” Lefcadio says.
The Sweetheart of the Rodeo goes on, “Naturally there are various
possible outcomes. Jesaru can kill the intruder, the intruder can kill Jesaru,
both can survive, both can be killed, neither can ...”
Sweetheart’s drone sets my mind to wandering, and I miss the end of her
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catalogue of possibilities. Then I feel her hand squeezing my knee as she
speaks these words, “...a little death.”
"
of orgasms,” I blurt out, “―
I woke him from his wet
dream, Jesaru told me
he’d just had his first orgasm in thirty years.
Thirty years is a long time to go between
”
“Too long,” Lefcadio agrees.
“In the future, we may come to
that a man can be an enemy
of other men, but never of an orgasm,” says the Sweetheart of the Rodeo.
“The future exists now,” I reply. “And Jesaru is our sustenance. . .and
also our stolen paycheck. May I take a closer look at your rope?”

Meditating thus, we arrived at a station with a high iron
Inside the
gate house, a telephone was ringing. Jesaru Durango picked it up and
whispered into the receiver, with his feeble voice, above the tumult of war, “I
am the bread and the knife.” I opened the door. His back was turned to me.
I pulled my gun and fired. He fell without a murmur. . .
...and then I hung up the phone.
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